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* FR 955 - The She dheards Delight. "og 82 A NN new Ballad of Daphne 
pu tht © To the Tune of Frog Galitard, © 


To a new Tunes 


Tan» phne from faire” heebus did flie 
the Welt winde moſt lweetly 
"> Div blow in her kate: 
I {er Like S carte ſcarce ſhaddowed her eyes; 
e — Cod cried, © pitie, and held her in chace, 
A Say F.inph. Strap Nimph, cryes Apollo, 
WH. Tarrp 4b turn thee, weet Pamph ſtay 
R — ien ne £ yger dach thee fallow? 
. 75 Wurne thy kalre eyes and luok this away, 
She 
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y (6 © toy O prettie ſeed, 
and let our red upe meet: 
PVittie © Daphne, pittie O pitty me. 

RN pittie © Daphue pittie me. 
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Ohe gaue no eareunts his cry, | 

2 But ſtill did neglect him the moze he din mone, 

| 1 die ſtilk did endreat , the ſtitl did denie,, 


9 


2 nd earneſtly pzapes him to leaue her alone. 
Neaer neuer cryes Apollo, 
8 a to leue thou do conſent: 

2 But if 11 wich my voice ſa hollom, 

1 Ale trie to chg while life be ſycitt; 


JN ponder Pill there Wee a flower, N 
; : b But if thou kn to me, 
"XN 72 will pratke thy felicitie 


faire befall thoſe daintie ſweets, 

enn by that flower there fands a bower. Fo 
where all che heauenly Mules meetes, and for Pitty & > Dapline, pittie D me, 
And in that Bower there ſtands a Chapze, 2 pitty O Daj hue, picty me. 


fringe? all about with gold, | 
Aud therein ſics the kaireſt faire, * I © Away like Tenns Doue ſhe flies, . 

that ever did mine eies be hold. 8 The red blood her bus kius did run all en, 
| "= HePlaintife tore ſhe now bentes 
Crying, help belo Diana and ſaue my renownez 
» Wanton wanton luſt is neare me. bl 
rx Cold and chaſt Diana aid, 
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It was phillida faire and bright, 7 = 
and the Shepheards onely toy, 

She whome Venus mot did ſpight, 
and the blinded litttle Boy. N. Let * earth a Uirgin beare met 

It was ſhe the wiſeſt rich, Nit? On denoure me quick a mad: 
whome all che wozld did toy to ſee. 3 1 Diana * her Bab, 

It was Ipſa, quz the which, =; And turned her to a Bay, ; 

_ was none but one ly ſhe E Pittie O Daphne, pittie, D pie, 
| 1. ; | 7 pitty O Daphne,pittie me. 


Thon art the Shepheardg Queene 
. FE -- Ainazed ſteod Apollo then, 


pittie me thy wofull Swaine. 
Foz by thy vertue haue been leene, ben he beheid Daphne turu das the veſtren; 
De Accurlt Lam aboue Gods and men, 


dead men reſto2dto life againe: 
Lodk on me now with thy faire eyes, . Wich gritke and la ments mp leuces axe tirdy, 
one ſmiling looke and J am gone. >» Farwel falſe Daphne moTunkinde, | 


Looke on me fo2 Jam he, My loue is buried in this graue, 
thy pooze afflicted Corcidon, AR Long haue J ſought loue, pet laue could not „ 
Therefoze this is my Epitaph — 


Deavam Ita all delights, | | 1 This tree abcr couer, 1 
ercept thy mercy quicken me & That never pitied JEN 
Sim: oh — welle (die, 2 Farewell falſe Daphne chat would not pittis e 
a ſalue fo2 this my malady: 12 £ though not my Loue, yet art than my . 
The while we fing with cheere ful noyſe, SY N N 
wood Nymphes and, Satpꝛes all may play, 8 175 FINIS. 
Muh ſiluer ſoundiag Pulicks voice 
retopcing at this happy day. Finis, 5. Printed by the Aſſignes of Thomas ae, 
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